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rion, remembering John's close association with Mr. Wollop's
rival "But, Mr. Wollop, my cousin, John Crow, would have told
me about this if there'd been anything in it. He's working for Mr.
Geard now over this tiresome Midsummer Fair they're getting up,
and he's never told me a word/'
The Mayor of Glastonbury permitted a broad smile to flicker
across his face. He pulled back his head from the bars and
stretched out his cramped legs as far as they would go. '"Peo-
ple don't tell people everything, Miss Mary, even when they are
engaged to be married."
The word "married" came as a second authentic shock to the
sympathetic young lady. She had never guessed that the gossip
about her and John had gone so far as to reach the ears of the
Mayor. Obstinately she returned to the main issue of the discus-
sion. "They would never do it! They would never dare to do it!5"
"The Liberal and the Labour councilmen, Miss Mary, if they
vote with these Bolsheviki, 'ave the majority, and if the majority
says so, so it has to be."
The sleek-haired young man now returned with a great pile
of tablecloths over his arm. Mary impulsively got tip and ap-
proaching the cage thrust her arm through the little aperture in
front of it. "I can only tell you, Mr. Wollop," she said, "that
whatever John thinks, or is bound now to say he thinks, / shall
always think of you as the Mayor of Glastonbury!"
The white whiskers bowed low over the outstretched hand.
For a second Mary had the wild fancy that he was going to kiss
it; but instead of that he shook it vigorously. "I expect I'll see
you next week, Miss Mary," he said, "at Mrs. Philip's tea-party.
Look after Miss Crow well, Booty!"
This remark from his employer had become really necessary;
for on her return to her seat at the counter Mary found such an
array of highly coloured tablecloths, all after the taste of Mr.
Booty and none after her own, that her difficulty recommenced
with accumulated weight. She bought something at last, how-
ever; and nodding to the Mayor walked away with her parcel
down the central aisle of the shop. The "Wollop grievance-look^
had left most of the faces she passed, for the clock was moving
round towards closing time, but the smell of the place, that